HITLER   AND   I

Hitler gave a dry little laugh.

'It's not a question of right but of might. What wi]
you do when ten of Herr Goebbels' stormtrooper
attack you in your office?5

I slowly took my big revolver from my drawer anc
placed it beside me.

CI have eight rounds, Herr Hitler. That will b<
eight stormtroopers less.'

Hitler stiffened.

*I know you are mad enough to shoot/ he barked,
CI know that you would not hesitate to defend yourself
But nevertheless you can't kill my stormtroopers.5

cYours, or Herr Goebbels'?3 If they are yours, I
advise you not to send them. If they are Herr
Goebbels', it's up to you to stop them from coming.
As for me, I shall shoot anyone who attacks me. I
don't give a damn for their uniform. Brown shirts
can't frighten me.'

'Otto,' said Hitler suddenly, for the first and last
time calling me by my Christian name, cBe reason-
able. Think it over, for your brother's sake.9 He had
seized my hands.

I remained unmoved. The tearful eyes, the tremb-
ling voice, the whole studied performance was wasted
on me.

'You think it over, Herr Hitler.  I'll do the same.'

By the time he left I had decided to fight his
hypocrisy openly; in short, either to beat him or to
break with him.

The process was a lengthy one.   I was so deeply
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